A     HAPPY    WARRIOR

thongs like slings. The passage of that Kurdish
mountainous region took them a full week, and the loss
was heavy. What became of the women left behind
we are not told, but can easily imagine ; for women,
like gold, have a universal value for possession or sale.

The Greeks had now before them the fairly level
and fertile satrapy of the Armenians, the natural
prey of highland Kurds, like the fatter sheep, in all
centuries up to the present. But at the feet of the
Greek army flowed the main stream of the Eastern
Tigris. They must have been only about fifty or sixty
miles south-west of Bitlis on Lake Van, a district of
evil omen for the Armenians in a future age. But the
river even there was too deep to ford, and on the
opposite bank stood a swarm of cavalry under com-
mand of the Great King's Satrap. Meantime the
Kurds were gathering in force upon their mountain
slopes, ready to attack Xenophon's rear. The situa-
tion appeared desperate, but, as before, Xenophon
was encouraged by a divine dream, and next morning
two youths came to his tent (for access to him was
freely open to anyone by day or night), and told him
they had found a passable ford half a mile farther up-
stream where they had watched women and children
bringing down washing, which the youths stole by
crossing. By a clever stratagem Xenophon sent the
main force to this upper ford while he made a feint at
the lower, thus dividing the cavalry on the opposite
bank. At the same time he turned his rear ranks
about and charged the threatening Kurds, who fled
back to the hills. He then followed the main body,
and there was no more resistance on the Armenian
side. In fact, when the Greeks had advanced to some
large villages where the Satrap's palace stood, the
Satrap himself offered a free passage on condition
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